The L ife andV eath o^ Third. 


Scena Secunda* 


Semd a Sennet. Enter Richard in f omfe^Bm- 
^gh^m^Cates^Ratcliffe^LomL . 

Rich. Stand all apart. Coufin of Buckingham* 
Btick^ My gracious Soucraigne. 
RicL Giuemethy hand, Sound. 
Thus highly thy adnice,aiid thy afliftance, 
Is King Richard feated ; 
Butfhallwe weare thefe Glories for a day? 
Or ftiall they laft 3 and we reioyce in them ? 

"Buck* Still hue they,and for euer lee them !aft. 
Rich. Ah Bmkingham,now doe! pjay the Touch, 
To trie if thou be currant Gold indeed : 
Young Edward liues,thinke now what I would fpeake* 
*B#ck* Say on my louing Lord, 
Rich* Why *Bftckmgh#m y l fay I would be King, 
*Bhc\> Why fo you are,my thrice*renowned Lord, 
Rick. Ha ? am I King ? 'tis fo : but Edward hues. 
IBuck^ True, Noble Prince. 
Rich. O bitter confequence ! 
That Edward ftiil jfhould Line true Noble Prince, 
Coufin f thou waft not wont to be fo dulf . 
Shall I beplaine ? I wifh the Baftards dead 4 
And I would haue it fuddenly pcrform'd. 
What fay'fi thou now ? fpeake fuddenly^ebriefe* 
'Buckj YourGracemay doc your pleafure. 
Rick Tur,tut,thou art all Ice,thy kindnefle freezes : 
Say,haue I shy confent,that they (hail d/e ? 

B^Gitie me fome Ikle breath ^ferne pawfe,dearc Lord, 
Before 1 pofitiuely fpeake in this; 
I will refolue you herein prefently. Exit Buck* 

Cates&y* The King is angry P fcc he gnawes his Lippe* 
Rich. I will conuerfewith Iron-wilted Fooles, 
And vnrefpeitiueBoyes : none are for me, 
That looke into me with confide* ate eyes, 
High-reaching "Buckingham growes circumfpefi. 
Boy, 

page* My Lord. 

Rich. Know*ft thou not any,whom corrupting Gold 
Will tempt vnto a clofe exploit of Death ? 

Page* I know a difconrented Gentleman^ 
Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtie fpirir ; 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 
And will (no doubt) tempt him to any thing* 
HJch What is his Name ? 
P*g*+ His Name,my Lord,is TirnH. 
2^r&, I partly know the man : goe call him hither, 
Boy, Exit. 
The dcepc rcuoluing wmQTuckingham 9 
No morefhall be the ncigbbot to my counfailes. r. 
Hath he fo.Iong held out withme^vntyt'd, 
And flops he now for brearh ? Well*bc it fo. 

Enter Stanley. 

How now,Lord Stanley /what's the newes? 

i Stanley. Know mylouing Lord,the MarqueffeD^f 

As I heare, is fled to Richmond* 

In the parts where he abides* 

Rich. .Come hither Catesby, rumor is abroad, 
That Anne my Wife is very grieuous fieke, 


I will take order for her keeping clofe. 
Inquire me out fome meane poore Gentleman 
Whom I will marry firaight to CUrence htZlr 
The Boy is foolift^and I ^are not him, S eri 
Looke how thou dream'ft : I fay againc, gi Ue 
That Anm f my Queene^ ficke,and like tody^" 
Abou t itjfor it ftands me mu ch vpon 
To flop all hopes s whofe growth may damnum 
I nauft be marryed to my Brothers D aughter 
Or elfcmyKingdome ftands on brittleGlaflL 
Murther her Brothers,and then many her 
Vncmaineway of game. But I am in 
So farre it? b!ood,that fiiine will pluck on fii 1pe 
Teare-fal! tog Pittie dwells not in this Eye. 1 

SnterTyrreL 

Is thy Name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr* lames Tyrrel^nd your moft obedient fuh!,A 
Rich. Art [hou indeed? "WDiect, 

7)r. Proueme,rny gracious Lord, 

Rich. Dart* thou refolue to kill a fiiend of mine ? 

7)r, Pleafeyou; 
But I had rather kill two enemies, 

Rich. Why then thou haft it ; two deepe enemi 
Foes to my Rcft,and my fweet fleepes difturbers ^ 
Arc they that I would haue thee deale vpon; ' 
7yrrtl,l meane thofe Baftards in the Tower, 

Tyr. Let me haue open meane t to come to them 
And foone He rid you from the fcare of them* ' 

Rich* Thou fing'ft fweet Mufique ; 
Hearke^comc hither Tyrrel^ 
Goe by this token : rife^and lend thine Eare, 
There is no more but fo : fay it is done, 
And I wili lotie thee,and prefer re thee for it, " 

Tyr. I will difpa^ch tc ftraight* Exit. 

Enttr TSttchinghdm* 

*B&ckj My Lordilhaueconfider'd inmyminde, 
( The late requeft that you did found me in. 

Rich- Well,let that reft : Dorfet is fled to Rkhmnl 
Tiuck^ I heare the newes 3 my Lord. 
Rich. Stanley, heeisyour Wiues'Sonne: well, look 
vnto it. 

Btick^ My Lord, I chyme the gifc,my due by proiulfe, 
For which your Honor and your Faith is pawn'd, 
Tl^Earledome of Hertfordjand the moueables, 
Which you haue promifedi (hall pofleffe. 

Itych. Stanley looke to your Wife : if (he conuey 
Letters to Richmond* you £h all anfwer it, 
'Bmcki What fayes your Highnefie to my iuft requcfl? 
Rich* I doe remember mz+Henry the Silt 
Did prophecie,that Richmvnd Ihould be King, 
When Richmmd was a little pecuiih Boy* 
A King perhaps. 

'Buck* May it pteafc you to refolue me in my fait* 
Rich* Thou troubled me,I am not in the vaifte- 
Buck* And is it thus? repay es he my decpe feruice 
With fuch contempt ? niade I him King for this ? 
O let me thinke on Haftikgs % m£b& gone 
To Brecnock|While my fearefull Head is on« 

Enter Tyrrel* 
tyr* The tyrannous and bioodie Aft is done. 
The moft arch deed of pittious maflacre 


-^^^Trhis Land was guilty of ; 
TI ^and^ 

«fj ^ h T.pcec= of ruthfdl Butchery, 
T £thevwereflefhtV^ 
A S with tendcrneffe >a nd milde compaffion, 
f li like to Children, in their deaths fad Story, 
mhus fq^oth Dightm) by the gentle Babes : 
TkLhus (quoth ftwj?) girdling one another 
SIhin their Abblafter innocent Armes : 
Tlirirlips were foure red Rofes on a ftalke, 
i\ din their Summer Beauty kift each other, 
dLoke of Prayers on their pillow lay. 
Which one (quoth Farreii) almoft chang d my minde : 
Batob the Diueil, there the Villajne Sopt r 
nt^'Pightm thus told on j we tmothered 
ThetD pft replenished fweet worke of Nature, 
^ aE f rQ in the prime Creadon ere flic framed. 
Hence both arc gone with Confcience and Remorfe, 
Ihtf could not fpeake, and fo I left them both, 
Tob*aW ty-ding* 10 the bloody King. 

Enter Richard* 

Afldheerfi he comes. All health my Soueraigne Lord* 
Rk. Kinde TirreSy am I happy in thy Ne wcs. 
ftr, if to haue done the thing you gaue in charge, 
Beccc your happinefTc, be happy then, 
For it is done, 
$ck. B ut did'ft thou fee them dead. 
fir, 1 did my Lord. 
Rick And buried gentle TirreU. 
7tr* The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them, 
But where (to fay the truth) I do not know, 

Rich. Come to me Tirrel foone, and after Supper, 
(Vhca thou {halt tell the proceffe of their death, 
Meane cime,but thinke how I may do the good f 
At;d be inheritor of thy defire* 
Farewell till then. 
Tir, I humbly take my leaue- 
Rich t The Sonne of Clarence haue I pen t vp clofe. 
His daughter meanly haue 1 matcht in marriage, 
The Sonnes of£*W*i fleepe in Abrahams bofome, 
And Am$ my wife hath bid this world good night* 
Now for I know the Britaine Richmond ay mcs 
Atyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 
And by that knot lopkes proudly on the Crown e, 
To her go I 3 aioIly thriuing wooer, 

Snttr R&tdfjfe* r 

My Lord, 

Rich, Good or bad ncwes^that thou cotr/ft in fo 
bluntly ? 

la Bad newt my Lord, xMowtov is fled toKichmond # 
And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welfiimen 
ltiuthefield,and ftilt his power encreafeth. 

lisk Ely with Richmond troubles me more neere t 
Then Buckingham and his rath Icuied Strength, 
Come, I haue leaned, that fearfullcommendng 
Iskadenfemttorto dull delay. 
Delay leds impotent and Snaile-pac'd Beggery : 
Thenfierie expedition be my wing, 
loues Mercury,and Herald for a King : 
Go muftcr men : My counfaile is my Sheeld, 
Wetnufl be brcefe^hen Traitors bratie the Field. 

Exeunt. 


Seem Tertid* 


Enter oldQwene ~M#rgaret» 

Mtr. So now profpericy begins to niello 
And drop into the rotten mouth of death : 
Heere m thefe Confines flily haue I lurkt, 
To watch the waining of mine enemies* 
A dire jnduftion,sini I witneffe to, 
And will to France,hoptng the confequence . 
Will proueasbitter,blackc, and Tragical!. 
Withdraw thee wretched Margaret > who comes heere ? 

Enter Dutches md Queene* 

Quj Ah my poore Princes] ah my tender Babes : 
My vnblowcd Flowres, new appearing fwects : 
If yet your gentle foules flye in the Ayre, 
And be not fixe in doomc perpetuall, 
Honer about me with your ayery wings, 
And heare your mothers Lamentation. 

jt4ar. Houer about her^ fay that right for right 
Hath dim'd your Infant raorncjto Aged night. 

Dtit* So many miferies haue craz'd my voyce, 
That my woe*wearied tongue is flilland mute* 
Sdw&rdPUntflgwct} why arc thou dead ? 

Mar. PUntagcnet doth quit PUntdgenet % 
Edmrd for £dwtird> payes a dying deb u 

a %u. Wilt thou,6 God,flyefrom fuch gentle Lamb? 
And throw them in the imraiJes of the Wolfe ? 
When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done? 

Mar, When holy Harry dyecj,and my fweet Sonne. 

itaf.DeadlifejbUnd fight, poore morcalUiumgghoft, 
Woes Sccne,Worlds fbame,Graues due, by lifevfurptj 
* Breefe abftrail and record of tedious dayes, 
Reft thy vnreft on En glands lawfull earth, 
VnJawfully made drunke with innocent blood, 

Qh : Ah that thou wouldtt affbone affoord a Gr aue, 
As thou canft yccld a melancholly feate : 
Then would I hide my bones,not reft them heere, 
Ah who hath any caufe tomoume but wee ? 

CMar. Ifancientforrowbemoftreuercnt, 
G iue mine the benefit offigneurie, 
A nd let my grccfes frowne on the vpper hand 
If for row can admit Society. 
I had an Edward&lliL Richard kill* d him ; 
I had a Husband, till a Richard kMYd him : 
Thou had'ft an £dward f till a ^tchardkilYd him : 
Thou hadll a Richard, till a KichardkWYd him. 

Dfit, I had a^tArfr^ too,and thou did J ft kill -bifflj 
I had* Rutland too, thou hop'ft to kill him* 

Mar. Thou had' ft a Clarence too, 
And RicbardkiWd him* 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept 
A Hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death: 
That Dogge, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry Lambes, and lap their gentle blood : 
That foulcdefacer of Gods handy worke ; 
That reignes in gaulcd eyes of weeping foules : 
That excellent grand Tyrant of the earth, 
Thy wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our graues. 
O vpright,iuft,and true-difpofingGod, 
How do I thankc thee,that thiscarnall Curre 
, , ' Prajresf 
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